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One 


Author's Notes: 
I'm scared about this one. just not sure. Reviews would help. 


He made a sound that was somewhere between a whine and a whimper, and | kind of growled deep in my 
throat. | wanted him so bad | could taste it. We were alone in this small room, and the only light was from the 


lamp covered with the red scarf, it looked like the inside of someone's heart. 


He lay on his stomach and | kneaded the big muscles in his back and trailed my hands down lower, past the dip 
and the small of his back to the swell of his buttocks, and he shifted his weight. 


"Axl," | breathed out his name. He moved again, little rhythmic movements, like a microcosm of what he did on 
stage. | didn't know what | wanted to do. | leaned over and tasted the salt on his skin. He wasn't a girl, there 
was nothing familiar about this but | wanted it, | wanted him. | was past caring. All those days and nights on 
stages, watching him writhe and twist and move, watching the swaying of his hips, watching his hair catch the 
light, hearing those guttural little moans he made, | couldn't take it anymore. 


| didn't actually know that much about him. When he wanted to talk he went to Izzy, or Duff. | talked to Steven 
We both talked through Izzy and Duff to each other. But | was always watching him, | could always see him, 


and his deep voice resonated like a bass beat inside my chest. 


| liked how dark my hands looked against his skin. Girls were tan or fake tan, mulatto or Spanish or black. But 
he was pale, redhead translucent. | liked the feel of his soft velvet skin under my callused hands. | spread his 
cheeks just a bit and touched my moistened finger to his puckered little hole, feeling the heat of him, feeling 
the way he took a deep breath. 


He shifted and turned around so he was laying on his back, and his movements were sudden and sharp, like 
earthquakes beneath me, and | saw the glint of the silver nipple ring, and | saw his half lidded green eyes, the 
pupils dilated with the dark, or heroin, or lust. His lips were slightly parted, and he licked them and swallowed 
hard. 


"ve never..never done this," he said, his voice thick and deep, catching like silk on rough wood. He sounded 
scared deep down, and there was something about that | liked, and then | felt waves of guilt and shame wash 


over me for liking that. | asked myself again what was wrong with me. 


‘Its okay, Axl," | said, leaning over to kiss him, going slow, feeling the very moment our lips touched. | slipped 
my tongue into his mouth, wanting to touch and taste every part of him, wanting to dissolve in his cells. He 


shifted again, little shiftings that were driving me crazy. | could feel every movement underneath me, and | 


rocked with them. 


| wondered what it was he hadn't done as | leaned in and kissed his neck softly, feeling the deep pulse under my 
lips. Kissed a guy? Fucked a guy? Been fucked by a guy? He moved up on his elbows so he was half sitting up, 
his hair falling away from his face, smooth red strands and | caught them, ran my fingers through to his 
scalp. | caught his earlobe in my teeth and nibbled, and he shivered. 


"You like that?" | said softly, and his eyes were closed but he nodded, so | did it again. | moved down his neck, 
trailing kisses, tasting salt, and he leaned back and down again, and | ran my tongue over his collarbone and 
went down until my teeth touched the silver nipple ring. | sucked on his tiny pink nipple, the ring caught 
between my teeth and | flicked it with my tongue. He moaned and shifted and part of me couldn't believe what 
| was doing. This was Axl, terrifying when he was angry, rooms filled with smoke and his red rage. Axl, who 
threw microphones down and stalked off stage, leaving entire audiences gaping in his wake and wondering what 


went wrong. 


| want you. Can't | have you?" | said, my voice breathed, barely a whisper. His eyes opened slowly as | trailed 
one hand down his stomach, feeling the soft skin and the way he pulled the muscles in, his ribs visible like a 


starving alley cat's. 


"Please?" | said, my hand lightly brushing against him, and his eyes were getting bigger and his breathing more 
shallow. | could feel the quick little breaths against my skin. | would beg him if | had to, I'd get on my knees and 
wrap my arms around him, pleading things coming out of my mouth. He bit his bottom lip and it twisted 


something in my stomach. My desire for him was so huge | felt like | couldn't contain it, that the dimensions of 
me weren't enough to hold it. 


"Axl," | said, "turn over," 


Two 


There was one more little fearful look and he held his breath for a moment and then let it out slow. He rolled 
over on his stomach again, and | glanced around the room, seeing the strange red light. We were in our own 
little world, separated from concerts and touring and making records and little groupies with their big hair and 
short skirts, clamoring for one or the other of us. We all acted cool, like we couldn't believe all this adoration, 
like we hadn't courted it for years. 


| reached out and touched his back and felt how tense he was, how all his muscles were tight like wires. | ran 
my hands down his back and he moved into my touch, still tense. | leaned over until my head touched his, and | 


could see the contrast of our hair color, black curls against straight red strands. 


"Relax," | breathed into his ear, pretending | wasn't just as nervous as he was. | trailed my hands down his 
back, half messaging the tight muscles, down over his buttocks to his thighs, one hand on each, and | spread 
his legs just slightly, and he shifted his weight again 


Axl. He was so perfect, so pale white, light freckles visible if you were close enough. They crossed the bridge 
of his nose and his cheeks, they were on his shoulders. The rest of him was pale and unmarked, the tattoos on 


both arms bright spots of paint in the porcelain. 


| laid over him, my weight laying lightly over him and | kissed both shoulders and his neck. He moved a little at 
every touch. | could just reach his jaw line with my lips and kissed it while one hand travelled lower, the lube | 
stole from one of our stripper friends right by my hand. | slid one finger into him and he whimpered, the 


noises he made making me dizzy and wanting him more. 


What would it mean if we did this? How would it change everything? Axl, despite lying beneath me and letting 
me do what | wanted right now, he wasn't always pliable or agreeable or rational. He breathed out as | added 


another finger, feeling the sweet tightness, the warmth that enveloped my fingers. 


| couldn't worry about that, about what would happen in the days and weeks to come, about how he felt about 
me. Did he consider this just experimenting? Just trying out things with someone familiar? There was more 
for me than just physical attraction. Everything about him captivated me. 


"No, Slash..." he said, his voice soft, and my muscles tensed at the word no. Was it a real no, or a yes/no? I'd 
stop if he wanted me to but | couldn't see how to stop my momentum. | wanted him so badly | could taste it, 
the sharp tang of it in my mouth. | searched for his prostate with one finger and played with his nipple ring 
with my other hand and | leaned over him to whisper in his ear. 


Its okay, Axl, okay? Don't make me stop," | found his prostate, that distinct feel of it and | pressed and he 


arched his back and moaned, and | knew that now he couldn't say no. 


"You like that?" | questioned, pressing on it again. 


"Hmmmmm..yeah..." He said, and | could tell it was hard for him to speak. | moved my hand from his nipple ring 


down, down to hold the length of him. 


"Do | have to stop?" | said, his long and slow breaths and deep moans answer enough, but | wanted to hear him 


say it, | wanted him to try and talk through the pleasure. 
"Do |?" | repeated 


"Don't..stop.." he said, and | smiled, sliding my fingers out to add more lube, and | held his hips as | pushed 
slowly into him. His eyes were squeezed shut and his muscles were so tense and tight that I'd hurt him if | 
kept on 


"Axl, God, relax. Take a deep breath," | said, pulling out slightly, and he took a breath, his eyes lightly closed 
now, not squeezed shut. Better. | pushed back in slowly, being careful, trying to pull the moans and little noises 
out of him. 


After, the red light in the room still making it all feel unreal, he laid on his back and | was up on one elbow, a 
cigarette wafting smoke from between my fingers. | brushed the hair off his forehead. He stared straight 
ahead, and | noticed the light gold color of his eyelashes. 


"| lied," he said, taking my cigarette and inhaling. 
"You did?" | said, taking the cigarette back and flicking the ash. 


"Yeah," he said, his voice deep and husky, "I did do that before, or, well, someone did it to me," He flicked his 
eyes over to me and then away. | tried to imagine the circumstances. Did it happen when he was in jail? | knew 
he'd been arrested dozens of times when he lived in Indiana. Did it happen when he was here, wandering the 
streets of LA. when he first arrived? Was it darker than that, some childhood backroom of a church 


situation? 


‘I'm sorry," | said, leaning over and kissing his forehead. When | kissed him he closed his eyes. 


